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"2 MANI (OT: 


* Eminently vered in 


WESTERN WOMEN, 


At the Siege of 


As 
By defying the Leicka the face 21 


as by fighting againſt them in Garriſon Towns ; ſometimes 
carrying ſtones, anon tumbling of ſtones over the Works 

on the Enemy, when they have been ſcaling them, ſome - 
carrying powder, other charging of Pieces to eaſe the 
Souldiers, conſtantly reſolved for generality, not to think 
any ones life dear, to maintain that Chriſtian quarrel for 
the long Parliament. Whereby,as theydeferve commen- 

dations in themſelves, ſo they are SA as example 
unto others. 


With Marg farginal Notes on the Work, and —_ Copies of 
” Verſes by a Club of Gentlemen on this Authors year 
7 and half WORK. 
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Languet virtus fine Aver ſariv.. at 2 
Horace, Seribimus indocti, adoftig; c. r 


By JAMES STRONG Bachelor S 
Re- printed Anno Dom. 1674, (with Additions) | 
for the ſatisfaction of his F rien : 


A BALLAD. 


On the Famous Authoruf Joanereidos, or Fe- 
minine Valour ( That Incomparable Piece, 
draws ſome years ſince by his moſt Unimita- 
table Pencil.) To the Tune of * Chivg Or way irgif. 
+ 1 a * Wh F :45, 


terenily ſuit 


Chace. with one of Tho, 
| b - 8 22 Sternbeld's A'rs, 
Sing the Man whoſe Lofty Maſe,., e 
With Zeal and Wit inſpir'd, venticle. 
Did Weſter» Womens Valour chuſe 


To chant with Art acquir'd. FEED 
— teen a 
Seng he write, 
: * „ 1 NS | 


"4b 40 3 6+ 
Strang is his Name, thangh: 


Forgetting' Father Houle, 
Wbom be neglecteth and thus fi hes | | 
Becauſe a Poor, (a) Prick- Lou 45 . («hisFather was 
For ought he met him on the Rad. 2 re 
And in the Market. T ] nn,, . and 
But would ſwell on Him like 7 Toad, *' Ma c wrought for &. 
And not his Parent own 5 © — abd - 
Though he had bred him up at School, Cheese. 
By'th help of (5) Doctor Pit,, ( The Wor by 
Yet hath he-prov'd hoth Knave and Fool, eren t 
At leaſt one not in's Wits. — 
At length to Oxford (c) Famer was ſent, | den.of Wadbam- 
And was there'a Poor Scholar | 2 
A year or two, and from thence went (c) I Strang 
As he (d) came. But when Choler „„ ia pak nr 
And heat of Zeal had prompted him Deen : 
To be a Holder - Forth, ts. 
[ He then became as Spruce and Trim 


As Any in Sewh or North, 


a 2 The a 


(+) Having ne The Sacred (e) kunction he invades 
9 o- Without à Lawful Call; + 
(As now adaies do Men of Trades, 
Though learned not at all.) 


And ſoon became a Teacher 11 ait: 

Zealous of Reformation, 4 
Preſently falling on the Poinunt 
Of dire Predeſtination. 


.. Biſvope and Deans he much decri'd | 
As Things intolerable, ' 
- The surplice and che Croſs beſide. | 
\ Weremoſt abothinable. 6 1 


G That bad ſo The (f) Doctor be turn'd out of di 5 5 
| eibured bork And took into 7 5 


— 1. His Books by Aae. 


Theſe he remo vd to Betteſcombe, 5 
Which was his Beneſice, % 
- That did by Smock: Simanꝝ come ee 
And with 2 Belly- piece. ee 5 0 
1 His Wie! he on gi chaſe, 

Me. Mimern's Who was a ( entlewoman, _ 
Dee, And would bee oa i b thang Nets, : 
32 ros Patron, G the ola Rm. 
e, She hap ning ona Day to wipe 2 2 
— 4 Her Shooes with Waſh« Clear, LW 


voice for bring. He therefore gave ber manyinfripe, | 


ing King Charter 
the Tit to Mp And at Door turn dhendut: 


re But takes che Clout and hnriet it: © 20 3221 hos 
In boly Turf hard by, 2 4 of 
Cauſing i its Knell in 2 Fit »d $01 vy& 
To be rung Fant ** uh 2/ 


. * 
* 


The Holy (5) Font that raiſed was 

For the Adminiſtration 

Of Infant-Baptiſme, he (alas) 
Fed Pigs, and put his Waſh in, 


When (K) Raw the Sequeſtrator had 
Himſelf hang'd, through Deſpair, 

Our Authour (as bis Chaplain) made 
A Sermon to repair 


The Credit of this Fallen Saint, 
And did him much applaud, 

. As one impatient of Reſtraint, 

From being with his God. 


This Corps which ſhould have buried been 
In ſome Croſs: way and (i) ſtak'd, 

In Holy Ground interr*d was ſeen 
By our Author, and up rak'd. 


For being a Brother of the (»») Cauſe, 
His Corps the Temple was | 

O' th Holy Ghoſt, though judg'd by th* Laws 
The Carcaſs of an Aſs. | 


But James at length ſo Pettiſh grew, 
And eke ſo Cholerick, 

That his Good- natur'd Conſort knew 
Not how to find the Trick 


Of Pleaſing bim; and therefore left 
His Bed, Board, Houſe and All, 
And to her Tender Parents cleft, 
To ſhun her Husband's Brawl. 


For 7immy is an Ezger Man, 
Moſt Froward all bis Life, 

No Body near him Quiet can 
Be, he's ſo full of Strife. 


— 


b And 


(5) He took the 


Font out of the 
Church , and 
"made it his 
Pigs-tcough, 


(&) His Father 
was a Commit- 
ree-man ig De- 


fe-lhice, 


(4) It ſhould 
have had a Stake 
driven through 
it, 


(m) The Good- 
Old Cauſe of 
the Long TD ariwe- 
went, 


And ꝰꝛ tis becauſe he is ſo Eager 
And Spightful too withal, 

«hat he is grown ſo Thin and Meagre 
By Trouble and by Thrall. 


His Tender- hearted Wife he did 
Heart-break, as moſt Men think, 
Though Some there be have boldly ſaid 
They know *twas his Breath's ſtink, 


For fames doth breath ſo Ill an Air, 
That he can Spiders ſlay 

At three yards diſtance, and Few dare 
I'th Room, where he is, ſtay. 


This 1s the Cauſe that near his Houſe 
No Roſe or Flower blows, 

Nor on his Body will a Louſe 

Come, nor within his Clothes. 


His Feet have eke fo ſtrong a Scent 
That This our Fragrant Brother 
Is often ſent for with intent 
(% Diſeaſe in" Jo cure the Womens (v) Mother. 


cident to Wo- 
men,preceeding For Feathers burnt are not ſo ſtrong 


bliru- moe 
Gion in de Ma. In ſtinking, as his Toes, 


rrix, which our Therefore they follow him in throng 


Author is well . 
es c be Where ever fimmy goes. 


expetimentally 
Skill'd in remo- The ſecond part to the ſame Tune. 


TY But being at length Ambitious grown, 
He could not be Content 


nage of Betteſs To Ilmifter he went, 


combe, 
A Matket-Town in Somerſet, 
(p) Mr. res And though a (p) Sequeſtration, 
Vicaridge, Vet Jimmy's Throat could ſwallow it 
Glibber than Ordination. 


F 


(%) His Parſo« With that (o) Small Lot which was his Own, 


Our Author here increas'd in wealth, 
As well as in Renown, 

Though what he got was All by tcalch, 
And was none of his Own. ; 


A Purchaſer he then became 
Of Houſe, andeke of Lands, 
And roſe to be a Man of Fame, 
But he buile on the Sands. 


For moving from the Vicaridge- bhouſe 
The Porch, unto his Own, 

The Fact, ſo Sacrilegious, 
Did throw his Own Houſe down. 


And being now a Widower, 
He would a Wooing ride, 

To get a Rich Wife, far or near, 
His Palfrie he'd beſtride. 


In order whereunto, on goes 
The Rich Black Velvet Coat, 

(Which worn is, Every Body ne 
Onely by Men of Note. 2 > 


In This he ſwagger'd up and down 
Ilmiſter, T aunton, Chard, 

On Market-daies ; ſcarce any Town 
Near bim, but faw, or heard 


How Brave a Gallant imm was 
Become, But though the Skin 

Without was Lion, yet the Aſs () 
Encloſed was within, 


Thus habited, our Author did 
Accoſt with Complement : :: Tut 6 
His Widow, add as. fair ly bid 
With's Coat, unde Implement 


b 2 


As Any could at One Congreſs, 
Which prov'd ſo Fortunate, 
She thought it her Great Happineſs 

To make him her Bed-mate. 


But not her Belly iscalone 
That he bath fo well ply'd, 

She often ſince hath made great Moan, 
He beats her Back and Side. 


For 7ames can Cuff, Kick, Scratch, and Scold 
Like any Butter-Quean, 

He'l not be Thwarted or Control'd 
By Joan, Mall, Beſs, or ane. 


And though he Female Valour rais'd 
In Rich Heroick Verſe, x 

Yet is our*Author to be prais*d 
In that he*l not turn Arſe 


To-th* Weaker Sex. What ere the Song 
Sayes, /immy, put up thy Dagger; 
He will unſheath it, and among 
His Country Laſſes ſwagger. 


For 7immy's good at Poniard point 
(The Weſtern Women know it) 

He'l pierce the Bone, and ſtrike the Joynt 
(Where's ſuch another Poet?) 


His Children very Many are, 
Bur tatter'd ſo, and torn, - 

That, ſhould you ſee them; you would ſwear 
That they are quite forlorn. 


On Carrion commonly he feeds, 
(For his Appetite's Canine) 
And therewith ſatisfies his Needs 
De't Bullock, Sheep, or Swine. 


His Servants frequently complain 
That he is ſo unjuſt, 

As their Due Wages to detain ; 

Then ſummon him they muſt, 


By Juſtice Warrant to Appear , 
But 7ames, This Man of Strife, 

To ſave his Coin-will boldly ſwear 
He ſtands in fear of's Life: 


And ſo doth cauſe them to be bound 
- Unto the Good Bebaviour, 
But if bis Debt ſhall be diſown*d 
He himſelf will be their Saviour. 


And yet will 7:mmy pule and whine, 
And make Devout- Bad Faces 
I'th Pulpir, and look fo Divine, 
You'd think he'd All the Graces. 


Did you but fee him rhank his Noſe 
And hear its Zealous Twang, 
This 1 ſwear, i' th Cloſe, 

At () New- Inne 


* 


all was ſtrang. Low fag 


nary of Schife 
maticks, 


On the Maſruline- Feminine Poem of Mr. 
Fames Strong, Poet Hermophrodite. 


THOET of Mars and Venus | ſmeetly met, 
- P Aud as before — in4 Net, 
A Net ſo thin and wonderfully ſmall, 


Tou cannot but conclude it Cobweb all. 
Only the Poſtures chang d, for by thy kyack. 
Venus i upper moſt, and Mars on's back, 
Cow'd Hercules muit at the Diftaff ſpin. 
And Madam Omphale wears Lions skin. 
The Female gloty melted down thy head 

As Flints are broken on a Feather: bed. 


Pity 


Pity it is for ſo much ſervice done . 
Thy Pate's not waſht from ſecret Hel icon. 
And with that Linuen to dear flaſh ſo nigh 
Thy ſacred brows and lips were not wipt dry, 
Hure ” would de't ; aud it would ſoon come from'em 
Thon haſt ſo meltingly quite overcom* Wm. 
Orpheus wat * Froes aſſail'd 
But untothee They ve all their Kerchiefs vail'd, 
T hou canſt not ſtir abroad a Goſſipping 
But they their Candles, Kiſſes, Amonrs bring. 
They love thee for thy N ame; and thy ftrong charms, 
And all are ready Captives for t hint arms. | 
Freely thou maiſt ( if thou wilt not be fhy ) 
with Hercules hu thirteenth Labour vye. 
Go on brave Man, and do not think it much 
( As times ſhall ſerve) fo give s.tother touch. 
Some plagiary Poets 1. their Bayes, 8 
And from what others writ their Trophyes raiſe. 
From Homer, Virgil; much of glory drew, 
And much of matter from old Enn ius too. 
But thou this honour haſt (and beiit known) 
That what tluu writeſt ; purely is thine own, 
Nor can we call thine Dogg'rel-Poetry 
Great Laureat ef dear Preſ-bitchery, - _ 
Thy Name's immortal then, and ſhall til ring, (jing. 
Whilſt Wives wear Breeches, and whilſt Milk-maids 
On STRQNG, .aud-his mare. Stronger Poem. 
T RONG is che Name, Strangis the Fame | 
* Of this Gar poet James, INPJ t2 * * 
Strong bis Fancy's which out- prances | 
Valorous er, Dames. 
Strong is his skull, like that of Bull, ö 
strongis bis riming brain, 60> Nun. 1 
Strong 15 his 'Sconfeas P Mons 51 4 4 
And Forked coorſomefaing + © +: +1 
| Strong 


a1 


Strong are his Eyne, which by their ſhine 
Pure Siſtren comfort, Ob! | 
Strong his Eye- brow, like briſled Sow, 
Her Arched back I trow. 
Strong is his Snout,, which high doth ſtrout, 
Strong both his breath and weazon, 
Strong is the dinn, when from within 
Bag-pipe lungs he plays-on, _ 
Strong is his Lip, whoſe Muſcles skip 
More quick than nimble Hart, 
Which tear and beat like Puſs in ſear; 
Before his words do ſtart, BELT 
Strong is his Mouth, and firmof growth, 
And alſo heav'nly wide, | 
The many mops of's Monkey Chops 
Shews Pug haſt edified. 1, 
Strong is bis Tongue, which ſounds among 
The Precious, Alarm's, | 
Ev'n to prevail unto Battail 
*Gainſt Antichriſt his Arms. 
Strongly he ſtrives, by his Motives, 
The Saints to ſet a-Gog , 
Strongly to fight with all their might, 
Againſt God and Magog. 
Strong is his Chin, where _ "il do twin, 
Thence forking back to Ear, 
28 is their Maſs, like that of A,. 
Made Philiſtine to fear. 
Strong Teeth are ſet in Jaw*s ſocket, 
Which meat doth grind, and wrack, 
Both great and ſmall ſerve like Pack. 
To Lion. like ſtomack, 
When prey is got, They ſlow it not 
Ne finee nor nibble, 
He Eateth ſo, you would cy, Oh 
ThRroak of his Mandible ! 


> — 


Strong 


Strong are the Wriſt's, ſtrong are the Twiſt's  - 

Of face ſo ſcru'd with tricks, | (- 

That 'tis hard bout, for to ſqueeſe out 
His Coſtive Rhetorick's. 

Forebead's drawn back, when ginns co ſpeak, 
Back noſe ſtrong fibres draw, 

You'd ſwear like vile, Monſter of Nile 
He'd ope his upper Jaw. - 

Strong is his Arm, which does much harm 
To Feathers and to Wood, 

When he did gin to beat down lin 
*Tis marle the Pulpit Rook, 

Strong heart of Oak, rends ev'ry ſtroak 
Laid on by furious skill 

When he doth pump, then 6ſt doth thump 
Like Mall of Tucking-Mill. 

Strong though and fierce, yet neretheleſs 
Cunning grew hand, and meek, 

When to advance in wiſe ſemblance 
It ttroak'd bis Miſtreſs Cheek. 

But when all woo*'d our Pamſee ſtood 
Rectus in Curia, 3 

He did embrace, and Wife ſolace 
After the Raſſian way. | 

Strong were her tears, he perſeveres 
In Soul-Correcting ſenſe, 

Bangs hip and thigh, leav's place hard by 
Undue Benevolence, 

Strong lince he grows, but weak his Spouſe, 
No otherwiſe we deem, 

But 7ames at length by cryed ſtrength, 
Confutes his own Poem. 


Reg. Rimer of Doggrill-Hall, 


The 
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The Book-Seller to the Reader. 


His matchleſs piece of Poetry falling into my 
hands, whether directed by Providence or by Ac- 
eident, I ſhall not diſtinguiſn; but conceiviog it to be 
of ſo much importance, in regard of the times, for com- 
fort to thoſe famous Weſtera women, whoſe piety and 
valour deſerve to be recorded amongſt the worthieſt of 
their Sex in this declining age, and may well ſerve as 
preſidents to others. And fearing leſt ſome malignant 
ſpirits ſhould have injured the Author, in expoſing an 
imperfe& copy, by reaſon. the ſundry tranſcriptions 
which this elaborate Poem hath much ſuffered in, the 
Author in this is rendered according to the Original. 
And whereas many obſcure places would have admit 
ted a double conſtruction different from the Authors 
true meaning, you ſhall find the literal ſenſe of thoſe 
places explain d by one that had a great inſight into the 
Authors fancy. Aud for the better encouragement. for 
a further progreſs, many Wits have preſumed to lend 
their willing fancies, as ſervants to uſher into. the world 
theſs elaborate Poems; and though they appear to the 
eye but ſmall lights to thy Sun, yet the reflexion from 
thee may in time make them worthy to be accoun- 
ted thy Schollers 3 what literal. errata's thou meeteſt 
with in dl rae, & let thy candid diſpoſition pafs 
by, and let not any fault lefſen the worth of the Author, 


and him that is. moſt ambicious how he may be accoun- 
- ted yours in all ſervice, Thomas Harriſon, | 


To 


To my maſt ee friend Mr, James Strong, 
canſe theſe to be delivered. | 
Worthy Sir: F 
Aving had the unexpected happineſs of ſecing you at this 
Book- Sellers ſhop, I was ſo ſurprized with your reve- 
rend aſpect, grave habit, and Schollar- like comportment, that! 
wanted confidence to addreſs my ſelf to you, being conſciou 
of mine own unworthineſs to deſerye your knowledge : but 
returning to the ſhop the next morning, the Book- Seller was 
plea ſed to ſhew me the incomparable Poem, which aſſured me 
that ſage out · ſide had a lining ſuitable; then was Jenffsmed with 
an affection too ſtrong to be ſuppreſt, which hath now broke 
out in this addreſs, humbly begging the happineſs of your ac- 
quaintance, and the honour co preßx a copy of commendat 
verſes, when you oblige the world by making it publick : truly 
Sir, the little needle of my ſoul wrought ſo ſtrongly after the 
great Load ſtone of yours, that I had deſigned the ſame gallant 
ſubject to my thoughts long ſince, and intended what you have 
beyond imitation per formed, in fo ſweet a chyme of words and 
ſenſe, ſo rare a contexture of ſtories, and ſo exquilite embelliſh- 
ments throughout the whole piece, that I muſt for ever be 
T be great admirer of your unparallel d abilities, 
THO. ALLEN. 
Honour'd Sir : . 
O accent your conrtefie might ſeem to argue vain glory, to 
it aida whatever 1 2 N, Tal by 7777 
both, and deems my (elf unworthy to be ſo hononred, as to have either 
countenance or commendation from a man ſo' dreſ with ingenuity : 
berein indeed will be my grief, that it ſmels of no more than & N 
lieve me ) a year and halfs laluur, whereby I may ſeew to nnder+ 
value your reſpetts for (o eaſily acquiring it; deal with it as you 
pleaſe, and to morrow if you pleaſe to give me 4 meeting a8 the thre 
Daggers at nine of the * 1 hall not fail of attending you, La 
. our unde ſerving friend, m 
A. STRONG. © 


Te 


* 
- 
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To my moſt ingemwonc friend, Mr. James Ströng, i b 


excellently well. pen d Poem. 


INimitable Sir, your lofty ſtrain 
So far tranſcends the lazy low - ſtrung vein 
Of thoſe faint Rhimers which the world admir'd 
For buckin'd raptures, that thou ſeemeſt fir'd 


ſeem'd Meridian after the Star- ligbt 

f meaner Poets, when great G4ſcop» liv'd, 
And Alexander Barklayes Muſe contriv'd 

That rare Tranſlation of rant, ſtately * ſhip, 


Fraught with thoſe fools deſerv'd his Satyrs whip : 


I'de think their charming fouls reviv'd in thee,” 


But that I find a vaſt diſparity : 


Their lines are eaſie, and their phraſes common, 


Thine are heroick, thy words us'd by no man 
And here the Sun ſets brighter in the Weſt, 
Then earſt it roſe in the refulgent Eaſt ; 

Thou haſt che diſadvantage, but ĩn time 

Thy admirable Subject, .and thy Rhyme 

Will render thee more famous to the age 
Enſuing, then the high Poetick rage 


- Ofheatben wits, whoſe brows deferv'd but bays, 


Whilſt on thy reverent head thefe lines do raiſe 
King Aidas ornament, 2 guerdon due 

Unto no mortal juſter then to you: 

Withers a man of Arms and Arts hath wrote 


In gallant Rhyme, but thy immortal throat 


Hath far aut · yoic'd him, and thy active Muſe 
Out- does his lance, and pen; all Pedlars uſe 
Next unto Almanacks with care to buy 

Their dear delight Tho. Pr ſweer Poetry, 


Which ſpread in wickar ſcive, hath oft invited 


The Chamber- maids with itcli of verſe delighted, 
A 2 


rom the ſame flame, which whilom ſhone ſo bright, 


* Navs 


ftultifers. 


Unto 


Unto their moving ſhops, where they do ſell 
Nothing but tape and needles half ſo well, 

Thy ſtately Poem will uſurp their place, 

And bring them to the fatal ſad diſgrace 

Of Chandiers ſhops, whilſt thine alone are ſung 
With tuneful noiſe unte the lang- ear'd throog;; 
Whoſe well-weigh'd praiſes will advance thy name 

* Bove Heywoed, Vicrars, or ohn Taylors fame 

As far as e*re the Bard paſt Ariſtarchus, 

Or fooliſh Bavins was excell'd by Marcut. 


Tho, Allen. 


© 


On this reverent Poem, and the more reverent Aut bor. 


AS and the man I ling, whoſe lines rehearſe 
The Weſtern wenches 3 deeds, in verſe; 

More high, then (earſt ) the acts of Guy of Warwicke, 

Sent hamptons Beaveys, or the Knight of Barwicks. © 

Aſſiſt Mol Cnt-purſe, and ye warlike bands, 

That march towards Billings- gate with eager hands, 

And tongues more loud then bellowing Drums, to ſcale 

Oyſter or Herring ſhips, when they ſtrike ſail 

In that Creeks boſome; you the Muſes are 

Moſt fit to be invok'd to aid this war, 

And the couragious Poet, that dares write 

The Rare adventures of this doughty Knight, 

Who in a Village Belfrey rul'd of late 

The awing rod, and in that happy ſtate 

Each hour ſurvey'd Pernaſſus double Hill, 

When Lilly: Rulet, being pars'd or conſter'd ill, 

The weeping Lads mount woodden Pegaſus; | 

How could the Pedant chuſe being fur niſht thus 

But write this Poem in a-motley ſtile, 


Which firſt in bumbaſt proſe be did compile 2 


8&6 ki 
s "Jp. © 
* 


* 
* 


with toyl and ſweat out of a Dictionary, 
Mixing ſome ſtories of the Virgin'Afary, © _ 
And other Saints, whoſe names bis babling tongue 
( Fitter for Ballads) doth prophanely wrong. 7 
Then buffet ing his patient desk he bites 
His nails, inſpired with new fancy, writes, 
Breaks off abruptly, : knocks his empty ſcull, 
Falls to*t gain, and with a mouthbrimefull « 
Of ſpumy froth ſpits praiſes on that ſex, 
Tells inconſiſtent Rories, which perplex 
The ſenſe, and bis dull noddle; now at length 
His hackney Muſe is tir'd,; and wanting ſtrength - 
Io trot on farther, ends his ſtately ſong, 
with which his teeming brain travail'd as long 
As breeding Elephants; but by the help 
Of Midwives this bis ſelf reſembling whelp 
Is like the Moon-calf born, and as men carry 
Their Monſter- children, Satyr-like all bairy, 
Diſtorted in their limbs, dwarfiſh in ſtature; 
Or-unlike men in any brutiſh feature, 
From Villages to Cities where they ſhow 
By painted clothes hung out, the throng that go 
Thorow thoſe ſtreets, that their admiring eyes . 
For two pence may, behold thoſe prodigies, 
So learned Strong full lixty miles did travel, 
Maugre all danger of the dirt and gravel, 
From Village Belfrey unto London City 
With many a weary ſtep, to ſhew this pretty 8 
Spawn of his ignorance, ſo like him in ſhape, 
Owl was ne*re liker Owl, nor Ape like Ape; 4 
1th? crooked lines of *s face and hands you may a 
Each line within his Book fully furvey, : 
And more exactly view wonder in both, 
Then in the picture on the painted cloth: 
Mere he and his brat mine, I would out-vy 
Tiredecke, Gill, and all he frippery,  '- 


In the Tower. wardrop, but in this I wrong 
The Bookſeller, unto whoſe ſhop the throng 
Will hourly flock, amazed at the poſt, 

Where this rare Frontiſpiece ſha}l proudly boaſt 
A light ſo ſtrange and pleaſant, that bis gain 
Will equal thy expence in purfe and brain. 
Pedantick wretch, whilſt chy much-hop'd reward 
(Ten ſhillings) is ; unpaid, without regard 
Of thy neceſſity; but thou art fure 

Of happineſs above a Country cure 

In Gotham Colledge; where the cap and bable, 
The reverent Hood, and Fippet, ſhall enable 
The learned Bible Clark to inſtal thee 

Vice · Preſident of their Society. 


ALLEN THO AHA. 


Verſes made into Meeter, whereby they might more illuſtri 
give praiſe unto this Author, who whilom was a Student of 
os Liberty Pro N of mae Hall in Oxes- 
for 
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Some [egregatid ve,” Tween, 
fro midi the ruder throup;, © 
By Providewce, ſo hath is b. 
and plac d Scholl ru among * 
Where compi iy nurtur d ip in good, 
and ſavoury literature, © 
Sage words of wiſe he under ftood, © 
and put ail che in ro. 
To argumentate he was taught 
Syllogiſtically, 
Firſt to diwi ſionat ing brought, 
to define by and 5 : 
But why alas? nay why alas? 
ſhould Ilya gradarios 
Think to declare hom he did paſs 
all men in diſputation, 
Or in myſterious Sciences, 
At in Mull. ſtones pellucid, 
Saw quiadities, and entities, 
and all that Art produced, 
Much leſs how be, with feat and pain, 
drudgedin Poetry, © Wits 
And Mid. wiv'd gravitated brain 
Swoln big with rapſodys 


ds 


T aking Occaſions fore-rop then, 


eftſoons his mind he bent , 
To write with paper; ink, and pen, 
wars moſt [angninolent..  _ | 
With pulchritude of ſenſe, andrbyme, 
be trait charattare ' 
Weft womens valeur ſtout, what time 
in Towns they\were beſieged: ©» 
And the alſo what time in field, 
at face of Foe they vaunted, 


Whilit monſtrous ſtones they nimbly wield, 


and the fierce Souldiers daunted. 


AY 
> . 
1 * 
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of .. by Bike 
ded your ſcull through, 
Jour le ful. loguence : py 
Anil in requital of the ſame . + -. 
on Bodley's Library, 
Beftow this Book f greater fame, 
than ever Groat did bur. 


This was compoſed by A. B. 
- - -quondam Studentof Oxenford. 


Tothe Author on er enough 
9 . l praiſed Loom, bre 


Ven as the Sun, and eke the Wind, 
With laughter fils the Elephane: 
So do I thus to pleaſe my mind. 
thy praiſe, O Author, loud ly chaunt. 
And as the Moon, and eke the Sky, 
are nearer unto Heaven than Eatth: 
So alſo do J verſifie, er 
being far from grief, and full of mirth. 
Or as a man, and eke a woman, 
is neither Horſe, nor Dog, nor Cat: 
So do I write, enforc'd by no man, 
I know not® nor I care not what. 
Or laſtly, as a Harry Gro. 
(being gray) is worth four ſingle pence: 
So is he wortby a fools Coat 
that writes to thee in chyme or ſenſe. 


b, 


49.7 | 
On the Lurned labour of this V Vorſhipfal good Power? 


*Canſs A an ing- rant, any unlefterd zwayn, 

*Pung>t lurned Glarks ds zomething not(vy : 
Good will unto the thang cleppt powetry ; 
Cham 303e abatht with this rudeneſs to haundle ; 
The point, oz 3how fozth with an hauf-penny caundle, 
His wozth to the woz1d varr off and at hannd, 

»Mongſt thoſe hougs bon- vires which befoze this book ffannd, 

And make zike a cracklin vlaze that ich ween, - 
Py greazed Bul · ruſh will ſcauntly be een; 
Pet ich do well ken that moanp a mon, 
Milli pook out my intendiments better thon 
Poony tales and names, in thuck lurned Powef, 
Who ich do believe himſel ve did not know tt, 
But wzit it, that we with wonder ment mought 
Think him in ſchollarvzhip, : matlous ztout 5 
Cham not zo well liked with his cunning wif, 
As cham with the wonches he talks of in it, 
Ziks bounſing Laſſes would hould a mon tack,- 
Though he had my tongh gray vonr hozſes back 0 
My teeth do water to wzeftle a, ball, | 
Though it were with the 3duryteft wenchan am all: 
Cbave known the time when Maudlin and Joan, 
And two ztouter girls the welt hath not known, 
Ha ve vallen down vlat, and not ſt aod npzight, 
When JI gan ta buckla wy tools to the bigbt, 
And with my implement, and bat twa ſtoues, 
Pave clawd um zoundly both twice and once - 

But voz thy meed, Sir John, if thou comit ere 
Toward my zimple cottage ich'le maks tþee good cheer, 


| 12 pꝛapvon Readers, have you no di3datn, 


Ok Uarmenty, Whitz-pot, vat Bacon, and Cale, 


Amd vill thy skin with March Beer, and Ale, 


| Voz the zweet ſpozt cha ve had and tickling lafter, 


That ich ſhall-be'merry voz ever hereafter, 
When I think in my mind, that ny A par ſon, 


Pooz 


1. 


(401 
Pooz Micar, and Reader, and Beli-fray whozſorr, 


Durft never in verſon 10 daughter and-boly, . 

Zinte the cunning Bards, and the Monks cf old, 

Zet vozth the valoyrous deeds of women, 

That have gen the voyl to moony z3fout yeomen, 

And dare in their zmocks without coat of Payl 

Intounter the ztrongeft hind with dis viayl.. Eo 
Go vozward, Sir John, and tali of the boys, 
That arg got on theſe girls in this time of nopſe. 

Mill not do exbloyts tit doz thy high verze, 

With bellowing zound zweetlp fa teberze, 

Noz wich hereafter till of thee be 3ced, * : 
Sir John, the Powet, had a harey head. B. A. 


= A Sang made to gang to the galiballer, to the tune of the 
Authors praiſe, by B. A. of Aberdeen, | 


Doughty Sankſter, thy luggs ſa lang; 

Che loins ſa fark, thy wit fa ffrang, 

moat ms agaft with bzaulelseunpzight; * 
sit I kend ſome anconth wight, 

Yo monght I thaw with vzvadbudelo - 
Why gude · wives dzill in martial fleld ?⸗- 
Aad heave ke micele ſtanes as A een 
In Albion Clyffs man nover div ken; 
But what recks that theſo willy coats gay, 
Whoſe fauſs towns vid well beat by my far, 
Mare lars then unwhile in-Muſcleborough:& 
When the ern fo pouy'Seots-men quoly;” 
Ade le ver have a grippof anes crage, © 

And with twa Kanes her bonny wem in dade, 
Then fra their wetlvy fits ha ane 

At the fair mark of my noddle ane. 

- Thus ta conclude my trim Scotch-hops new, 
Mare pzavſes to theo Y mut allow, | 
ehen to Kbymer Load Sterline,and Mis-Davee Linfy, | 
And all ther leade an um in Poyets fronſy. An 


— 
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* Hen ſculs of men are ſorely bent 
to learned Poetry, N 
Then deeds of arms are ſung in tent 
full lofty- loftily. | 


Lo, in tall Verſe the Authors ſelf, 
with Pen in ear ſo thick, 

Doth brandiſh rhyme from Weſtern clime, 
of dead and eke of quick. 


Of Gyants thumbs and Saracens ears, 
he nill no care to take, | 

Of Ladies fell and Damſels keen, 
his Poem is y make : 


- Whoſe brawny arms, full delicate, 
diſtilling amber ſweat, _ 

Through truſty noſe of Poet good 
inſpire no vulgar heat. 


Tough quil in hand is hent moſt ſure, 
which gooſe ſo gray did bear, 
In wrathful wiſe, he to the skyes 
ſtern chivalry doth --clare. 


With --phane and ſacred hiſtory 
y graniſhed all o're, : 

The Maiden Fame is ſtretched out 
from Weſt, all eke to Nor'e, - 


No more in dirty ſocks, no more 
ſhall Poet ſtride the plains: 

Nor under fuſtian cap all work 
thoſe bay - deſerving brains, 


B 2 


A. Hymn, for to declare the Authors praiſe what: 


8 (12) 
On Sconce of hill bold ſquire Uf art 
bath ſhook the Laurel tre·, 
His gols been wafht in Pegaſe Fount 
by Ladies three times three. | 
/ / 
Moree' re, his face is Mouſe-trap true, 
0*ce- done with bacon rinde, 
To ſnap your Critick black or blue 
where ere ſo them he find. 


O ſcul of man, to glory bent! 
may that day never come, 7 
When Cuſt ard fond, or T art more gay, 
thy leaves to pavement doom. 
Performed by one of the Wiſdoms. 


—— — — — — — 


To the Renowned Author, Maſter 
FAMES STRONG. 


NN Hen firſt thy parts and perſon ] did view, 
g I mean thy out ward lineaments and hue, 
. Thy vaſter bulk, thy grave and wiſe aſpect, 

> And all with equal guiſe and beauty ID : 

I mach Ae and to my ſelf concluded, 

( And well I weew'd, I could not be deluded ) 
Within that cas ( and right it was defined ) 
Some nobler ſpirit ſure muſt be inforined : 

Thus wondring as I ſtood, ſtraight to mine eye 
Were brongh; thy rareſt Rhymes and hoc ſie. 
Poor mortal, how agaſt ! I read hem with wit ſa fraugbt, 
T hat likg to one who was of wits betraught. 

I ſtood ama d, aftoniſht let it be, 

For much I fear' d the fate of Niobe 5 


S . . . — . ico cc coo 


Only thu difference twiæxt us there bad bin, 95 1 \ 
( Which to forget, I fear had been a fin. ) | |- 

© _ She, ſhe, poor ſoul, through grief was petrify'd, Hi 
But I through admiration ſtupify d. „1e 


20 Bat 
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by | C13) 7+ | 
u vell; theſe pangs, andpantings being over, 
After my (elf, J gan for to recover. : 
af how I kiſt, embrac't, and hugg'd thy Verſe ? 
Id now nong ht elſe but Strong I could rehearſe. 
Nay, which zs more, I gan to love the times 
That had occaſion d theſe thy happy Rhymes : 
And blam'd thoſe 22 wits, who oft had cry d, 
Since Abraham Frauner, and haughty Church- yard dy 4. 
All Poeſie is left, (indeed I kyow it, | b 
Since they were gone till now, we ſcarce had Poet) 5 
For now like Sun with clouds of ſable hue, 
Bedeckt, and cover d, all's return'd in you. 
No more-let*s now the much renowned trade 
Of Ballading, too much of late decax d, 
As leſt bewail, for from thy cleareſt ſpring, 
Poets inſpir*d each market day ſpall # 5 
And ftories nom beaight in homely Proſe, 
Each morn in Rhyme and Meeter we'l expoſe. 
Unto the greedy view of mortals, who 
Shall own reftored Poetry to you. 
1muſt confeſs, when firſt I did but glance 
Upon thy huger bulk, and that by = 
Ideem' d ſure now a well proportion*d birth 
From Teeming Mount: to mortals greateſt mirth 
Shall iſſue forth, *rwas even 4s I did gueſs it, 
And now my Muſe de ſires an acquieſcit. 
Thus only needs ſhe 1 muſt for to rehearſe, 
Strong u thy name, but ſtronger is thy Verſe... 
Peter Jeffrey, 


* 
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A gratulatory Poem to the Weſtern Amazons, and 
| to their Learned Bard. 


W Nich I ſhould moſt admire, I know not yet, 
The womens valour, or the Poets wit. 
He made the Verſes, and they threw the ſtones: 
(Verſes you' ld ſwear were all made for the nonce ) | 
| B 3 O 


3 
O happy ſtones which thoſe fair fingers grip'd! 
But happier Muſe, which their loud praiſes pip*d 
Through noſtrils oaten-reed, and ſung ſo ſhril 
That the whole Earth's Horizon broad they fill. 
Miracles are not ceaſt, we ſee, for here 
The weaker Sex, whom nature taught to fear 
The face ofdeath and danger, now out-dare 
Er'n valiant men in fight; nor do they ſpare 
Their willing fleſh. Here comes an Amazon, 
And fearleſs treads th' aſſaulted Works upon: 
Wich coats tuckt up, and tippet bolt upright, 
Lap full of ſtones, ſhe fits her for the fight. ; 
Two might have ſerv'd you'l think, but more the brings 
Which *mongſt the Enemies heathen troops ſhe flings; 
And after them words, harder then the Pebbles, 
She thunders *gainſt thoſe Antichriſtian rebbels. 
So do the reſt, for planted all a- row 
Faſt as they can they joyntly curſe and throw. 
O had you ſeen them toyl, and ſwink, and ſweat 
With the ſame ardor they their husbands beat 
When they came home at night, you'd then confeſs 
Theſe Weſtern Saints had well deſerv'd the preſs. 
They've wrought a wonder too, and you ſhall know it, 
They chang'd this Weſtern Pag into a Poet. | 
Elſe had his mouldy brains ne'r been inſpir'd 
With rage Poetick, nor this all- admir'd 
And ſacred work ere ſeen the gladſom light. 
For who' Id expect a Peem-from a wight 
Nurs'& up with Beans and Butter- milk, or on 
Feſtival days, ſtale Bisket and Poor ohn? 
Strange dyet to train up a Muſe, you'le ſay; 
Yet ſee the luck on't 5 having view*d one day 
A «kirmiſh *cwixt thoſe brave Virago's, and 
Their Foes, a gray Gooſe quil he takes in hand 
The omen pleas'd him well: (Quoth he) Of old 
Strange (tories have of theſe poor birds been told. 
The Roman Capitol by Geeſe was kept, 
They wak't, poor ſouls, when the dul Souldiers ſlept, 


Ala 


I 


p- (15) ,, 2 
Aas: who now keeps Lime ? poor female Cattel, 
: Who wake all night, labour all day in Battel, 


Geeſe, as a man may call them, who do hiſs 
Againſt the oppoſers of our Countries bliſs. 
And by their ſeaſonable noyſe diſcover 


Our Foes, when they the Works are eliming over. 


And ſhall ſuch acts as theſe forgotten die 
Unrecommended to poſterity? +» 
No, whilſt I haye a MAuſe that can afford 


One verſe, their names ſhall ſtand upon record. 


Nor ſhall the cankred teeth of envious Time 
Deyour the ſtory of beſieged Lime. 
Thus having ſpoke : He drencht his Virgin Quill 


Ich“ able Flood, and did his Paper fill 


With rich Invention, which if thou wouldſt ſee, 
Reader, disburſe thy groat and happy be. 


Toby Trundle. 


” 


Py 
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worth of this Poem. 


little Bee in broyling heat 
dot h ſearch the falls about, 
So Anthors beſt are drained quite, 
And ſuck't by this learn'd lont : 
As precious pearl in little room 
ſorouds vertues more then many, 
So ſecret knowledge much is ſhew'd 
in this Book, as in any. 
As little ſpbear by tumbling round 
doth Heavens high unfold, 
So maiit thou in this rumbling Zool. 
things Heavenly behold, . 
As load · ftone doth the iron hard 
by ſecret force hold faſt, 
Fo little volume in deſpight 
will envy make agaſt. 


Certain fit ſimilitudes, whereby for to ſet forth the 


— — 


„ RON 
Arglttering Sun with his bright hue} 
426 ot her Stars make ſlin k, 
So where this Bool doth once appear, 
- of others ne re yowll think. | 
As Crab. tree fair, both flower and fruit 
doth bring forth without ſtay; 
So fruitful is the Book to all 
in time, and place alway : 
Then honey taſte , buy precious pearl, 
view 5 that tur neth faſt, 
Fear lo ad. ſtonos force, walk by Suns light, 
eat fruit that aye doth laſt. 


By the ſame Author, 


Coriato Juniori. 


K Nter the Ring, all fear diſcard, 
The womans grand Olympique Bard, 
Th aft foyl'd Apollo, and giv'n all 

T he weaker Muſes a fair fall : 

This Trophy of thy female verſe 

Shews how they did themſelves diſperſe, 
Some ran away on Baagers feet, 

And ſome on Scotch-hops, not ſo fleet; 
(Their airy mot ion quite forgot) 

Nerd makes them in thygerſet trot; 
Coriat had exce each Eaſtern lip 

Upon his propatetique hip : 

But thy Pag poem bas in hug 

Each weſtern * 11 virago dug, 

Wits compaſs hath but two points bleſt, 
Tom's lines ran Eaſt, and yours to Weſt, 


— 


Al Autor. 


| Iſonjas introdu zidas 
' (Por erròr de las edades ) 
Uſurpan a las verdades, 
El traje de ſer creidas. 
T fraſes excarecidas 
(Lo mas incierto y lo mas vano ) 
Que yo en tu alaban fa ufano, 
Sin adornos de tal tira, 
Juzgo, milagro a tu Lyra, 
Ta ti, divino, en lo humans. 


"Lattery the greateſt crime 
Was ever introduc'd by time; 

Uſurps ſome truth, a whoreſon thief 
The more to Cunny- catch belief 
With heightned language of a ſtrain, 
Ambiguous ever, yeaand vain : 
And therefore my plain-dealing Muſe 
Abhorrs that vices Arts to uſe, 


Now this premis'd, thrice happy J, 
For Zoylous none can ſay J lye 
In ſaying thou'rt to be preferr'd 
Before the blind or wanton Bard, 
Or the beſt maſter of that trade 
That ever Ode or Eglogue made: 
( Phebus his rays alas with thine 
Appearing once, would loſe their ſhine. ) 
Their Muſes Pyes were and their ſongs 
Ballads compar'd with thoſe of Stroxgs : 
Their Mulick Reeds, their Harps of Wyre, 
But to ſpeak truth tis thine's the Lyre. 
8 C 
% 
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J. D. 


To 


# 


To the deſerved Commendations of that wel! meaning 
Poem of the Weſtern, but moſt Chriſtian Amazons 
Foanizareidos. | 


N O raviſh'd Brain was ere ſince Homer ſpude 
Heroique models, with a vein endude 
Of ſuch high conſequence, to raiſe a ſtile 
Out of the medley of the Lyre and File. 

How ſtrangely are thy thoughts and numbers met! 74 
While in each line the Fancies riſe and ſer. | 
This is (indeed) t' indite unto a Mint, 

And to coyn current Rithms that run in Print. 
Thy EpiqueWhirte-pot is not like the proſe 

Are ſcand upon a ſnorting fix foot noſe : 

Thy valiant Muſe, that is ſo highly born, 

Fears not the wrinkles of their naſal horn, 

Who under a bent Brow's prophaner Bay 

Men in their noſtrils rugged ballance weigh; 

Like noſewiſe Critiques ſtriving to ſuſpend 

By judgement, what their wits can never mend. 
Injoy thy Ifſues attributes, well known 

By Pallas voted for the Muſes Hone. 

Rich pen! to light upon a bleſſed neſt 

Of Amazonian Worthies in the Weſt : 

That —_—_—— Wiſemans Adage ſaysa ſhrew 
Should be ſought ought to drive away the foe : 
Thy ſhe's, like ſilent men themſelves behave 

Not ( Capitolian Geeſe ) by kackling ſave; 

And whereas female valour (apt to quail } 

Is ſeldom ſeen to riſe above the nail: 

Here with the Phalanx of each Hand array'd 

In natures files, they men at Arms invade. 

Take heed henceforth you She-beat Royal Bands, 
Who wave their mouths loud weapon in their Hands, 
Will be (when all pour feeble valours ſpent) 
Moſt oriental in thꝭir Occident, 


Eſculapius 


Eſculapius Menecraticus- 


Ignoto novarum cruditatum Anthori 
Scribendi Cacoethe laboranti S. 


Armina ronchiſſas balba de Nare Poeta, 
Ad Rhombum reſonans Maævius alter eris. 
Sic glacit as mollem Calamo 1 triumphum, 
Scilicet ut fuſo Palladis haſta fuit: 
Exitus acta probat Si nunc Cacophonia grata eſt 
Sphyncteris occidui ſibiius, omen erit. 


Lectori. 
Longas oſcitationes rrabent, 
Et vix ſibi lecta pagins © 
$9;aloxinuer ſevere ſpeitants, 
ec mora 
Epigrammatis morigeri : 
In moroſas, hujus Morologiz craditates, 
Per Anthorem, virum moratum 
Et ſurmopere morandum 
Nuper editas > i 
Ac (O mores | ) ex improviſo 
Excuſſas, 
Etiam dum Remores auſpicium vaticum 
Moretis iacuſabat. 
Attica Qui moriens obiter dicteria luſit, 
Ille Morus, vibranc, Vtopienſis Olor; 
Plebicoluſq; »igro Chiliadis Indice vultu, 
Sacrans mor iæ pegmata pulchra Moro: 
Arrident noſtro, morum Diplomate Vati, 
rem tu morari dixeris Encomio. 
Morion Colax minor 
Cognoments Remora. 
Cuſtas Morii Poetics. 
Flelleboratus. 5 | 
| C 2 Cum 


Cum Cicerone ad Atticum, Vultum tuum 
Videre cuperem quùm hec legeres, 
Autheri Oſcedinis & Orthopnonee 
Pocticeæ gravidine deplor ato 
-K Alexipharmaca 
ö Hygieq; Litatio. 
Mandibulis prodeſt ſuccis Oleaſter amaris 
Hinc Oſcedo volans & ſatagentis opus. 
Reſ. Iradices per ſilidis, opt ime fucco, 
Perdulcis Calami conde, ſuperque ſapis. 
Os. Penne (Scripturo) acri ſtet ſemper acets 
Nam muſam rouchos ducere ſæpe, vetat. 


Oets (that have one) with a waking Noſe 
May make a ſcurvy ſhift to ſnort in Proſe: 
But here's the ſecret cunning of thy Art 
To ſnore fo well in tune, and ling thy part. 
The Greek, whoſe vomits dregs Thou ſeems to lap, 
V Vas wont ſometimes in verſe to take a nap : 
But herein your Errata's are at odds, 
His were ſhort ſlips, and yours are thorow nods, 
He Cepins-like, to his — friends did keep; 
And hou doſt only unto women fleep, 
So loud; as if Theadſthir'd Menippus cave 
To be thy Muſes long poetique grave. 
VVere tart Tucilius but alive agen 
To ſet a wiping noſe upon his pen 
He would his own ſmart accent let alone, 
Drive Hogs to Rumford in thy Muſes tone, 
The ſneezings of thy Genius we wou'd call 
( V Vere there Familiars now) Socratical; 
And though Thou haſt ſuch rites in ſmal repute, 
V V*are bound thoſe ſacred omens to ſalute : 
And do (as ſympathetically drawn) 
Grow nauſeous, for to ſee thy Fancy yawn. 


Larusr Lucianus, Copnomento Implumis, 
Alias 7onathan, Rumford. 


Phyſiognomical Conjectures at the 


unſeen Author. 


Ature hath ſeem'd to make our Faces terſe, 

In manner of a well- compoſed verſe; 
But ſure, there's ſomething in the ayr of Thine 
Remarkable above the native line: 
Thou'dſt be by him could copy out thy look 
By pencil, for a Criſp Abderite took. 
A Prophet of the true Pierian race, 
Bred on Parnaſſus forked Top; his Face 
Should have the Jiggs and Fancies of his mind 
Prickt down in Crotchets, and ſo interlin'd 
With Clifts and Moods. it might be, for a Book 
Of Phyliognomy, or Muſick took. | 
Not look like thoſe, whoſe thoughts do ſuck their Dam 
Through the cloſe hurdle of an Anagram. 
The wits Idea in thy Viſage ſeen, 
Works like Platonique capers on the ſpleen ; 
And brings Sardonian laughter into ſcorn ! 
VVere man's dull fivers made of Stoique horn, 
The ſpruce aſpect, could not introduce a gleek 
Of Cynique Spaſms into his dimpled cheek, 
Such in his viſages Dramatique map 
V Vas Rowley, when his look deſerv'd a clap: 
VV ho from the Thuſcan ſtem deri ve their ſtile, 
Oft by Arts magique, raiſe a humming ſmile : 
But thine ( a vertue of a higher birth ) 
Moves, ſo, an interjeCtions ſhaking mirth, ; 
(Had he ſeen Thee) Democritus had dy'd, h 
And Heraclitus eyes had ſoon been dry'd; 
Sure mine (had 1 once enter'd at this door 
Into thy mind) would never pain me more. 
Since thy deſcription made my midriff ſprout, 
And through my liver thruſt theſe wilde figs out, 

2 | C. 1 Had 


= 


Had thy rich countenance ©&re bleſt the eye 
Of my judicial Aſtrology ; | 
I could have then, by vertue of a beam, 

Have drawn thy Horoſcope into a Scheam. 
But fate has laid on me a harder task 


To Phyſiognomize, as through a mask, 


By the om, eb and ſcratches of thy pen, 
Thou ſhould be the ſeventh ſon of a white Hen. 


Zanns de Indagine. 


Pam mai garw blaen blewyn baf garſr yo porikelyn 
kaled dan dy nhid ei. d * : 


Pthyr wyfi yn myned mid oes ond un dyn am 


Na egored neb honof fam ſelieda chwyr. (9p 
Nis gwyr ond un dyn p chwaith ibleu trat 
Df dywed ynte i un dyn nid ydiw ko ond knaf. 


Gwalcchmat fab Swenllian ferch 

Gwenhwyfar ferch Edynyked 

Fab Gronw ab Tudor fab 
Angharad kerck Abydderchap 


| Bhirtd ben blatd, 
Al Kunt, 
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To her much honoured, though unknown Friend, ; 
the Author on his Spinning Poem. 


Ancy cut out of a block, 
Fries? hung ſpindleat a rock; 
And ſo plodding wit brought in 
The Peripatetique ſin. 
Wine ſet Poets to the wheel, 
Made their warmed verſes reel ; 
Sent them ſtrong into the loom, 
Thence, they ſcorn'd the peoples doom; 
Women, here ſet up thy Gigg, 
Make it ſpin into a Jigg 
Of as high and great regard, 
As the Pyrrhique Gallyard : 

But ceaſing to let it feel 

The ſcourge of thy Brains flead Eel ; 
Thinking 1t had power to keep 
(Town top like) it ſelf aſleep ; 
Whirling put thee in a ſ\woonp 
So (alas ) thy Gigg went down : 
And we doubt *twill be in vain | 
E*re to ſet it up again. Eve Spinſter; 


— 


Rhodomontado Qac leſalvo Bobadill de Montebawho the 
Hiſpanolized Emperique « 
On the Great Don Deige of Parnaſſus, Maſter Operator to the 


Muſes, thus danceth his attendance by way of preamble, 
in the meaſures of the Spaniſh Pavin, : 


Ld Eraſiſtratus who thought 
That Necure did commit a fault 


— 


To 


To give us Spleens were good for nought; 
As he imagined. 
He would have, ſure, retriev*d his wit, 
And found ſome pleaſant uſe of it 
Had he felt in thy Muſes fit 
Thy pulſes. 
For there he mought have found the ſtrain 
Of ſweet Heropbilas his vein, 
Who unto Muſicks living gain 
The Shygmick moods did add. 
His Syſtol' and Diaſtole 
So with thy verſes do agree, 
That I muſt dance for company 
2 Morisko: 
Each line doth run ſo ſmooth away 
They nor for ſenſe nor reaſon ſtay, 
And yet the Rhymes are very gay 
And well breath'd for a courſe. 
Sure Phebxs cut thy ſpleen from Thee 
Thou mights the Muſes Footman be, 
And ( Infectlike) in Poetry 
Be flying. 


Hermophroditus Proſelyta fœmiĩnili Pocte, 


„ P . 

A* dreg ynus nut ans nec mas nec famina, ſtati 
1 Ambes ſic ſexus fingere, Neuter eram ; 

Donec in Encomii requieſcens auſpice vatem | 

Hoc maliere virum vincere poſſe, tuls, 

. * . * . 4 

Demitto auriculas Epicœni facta virago N 

Tireſiæ venerem Martis alumna probo. | 


Some ſfprinklings of commendations on the fragt ant 
and moſt aromatick Poem of Ja. Strong. 


Tow talks of Albions Amazons, I ſwear, 
\ *Mandeviles Pigmies to thy Hzroines hear: 
How they mow down their mighty foes; proteſt 
Meer clippings, to thy hackſters in the Weſt, 
Thy Muie (young Ovid) trumpets theſe Viragoes 
To the utmoſt bounds of Indies, or Barbadoes: 
That Sidneyes Zelman when ſhe'l hear of you, 
Will wiſh her counterfeiting gender true : 

ad Tomyris, (were ſhe alive) not dead, 

d rather hold their trains then cyrus head. 
What miracle is this in ſight of men, 
Whenother folk did cry, nay howl and ſcream, 
Put finger in the eye, and made great moans, 
Theſe ſhould be pulling up, now throwing down ſtones, 
They williogly imbrace the corniſh hug, 
Ar which the boldeſt HeFors ſhoulders ſhrug, 
Like to light corks they beoy up gainſt the tide, 
Like Water-men, ne're work before they are ply'd : 
Or as indeed (young Ovid ) thou halt it beſt, 
Like grapes ne re fallen till they were preſt. 
Let them wear buskings ever to their knees, 
Or higher ic, for (friend) thy verſe all ſees 
That is in them, of vertuouſueſs I mean, 
Pray take my rime as I ſuppoſt, that's clean, 
Let them have ſtatutes made (like men) of (tone, 
Another wonder, which may be daily (h wo, 
And let thy pen contrive it, which mult ſt and 


Immovable, when ſtiffened by thy hand. 
| Bn.ly Joans, 


Aſcunes motts ou ver les ſur les tarveilom Geſts del 
treſnoble puzeles en le Weſt. 


Provant aui que le entrie de ſes dits puzeles ſur les 
Cavalier es fuit bone per le Ley. 98 


V Ous aver ity ( Maſtres ) verſes ſcaches 

De treſgrand faits de noftre Weſtern laſſes 

Et ceo ſuppnoſe que il ſerra come T reaſon 

Ou al pluis meinare il ſerra miſpriſion 

Si noſtre Ley voile riens de ceo efcrie 

Ne voile reporter cielx femes Chivalry 

Eſt en nous pris un Count noſine Devon ſhire 

Le ſcite & ſinkg de pluſars Cavalire 

Mes ceux bones Houſwives vice le broom le weapon 

Ad ſcoure ceo cleane & done al eux diſſeiſon 

Et & bone le) que qu ant home per tort enter 

Le feme avera un briefe de inſpiciend* venter. 9 1 

John Perkins un ſage Maſtre de Ley. 

Reg. Ed. 6. ac Rotulo 1645. 


To his honoured friend Mr. I AM ES STRONG, 


on his excellent Poem. 


Ow doſt thou ſtrain thy wits! thy thoughts perplex 
With Stronger lines to court the weaker Sex! 
He who in time to came ſhall read their ſtory 
Beyond Hec homo, or The Female glory, 
Will (if no wiſer than thy ſelf ) admire 
Both them and thee : and think you did conſpire 
T* amaze the minds of men, more than to teach 
The zeal you here preſent: For who can reach 
The top of that gay garland, wherewith thou, 
Like Whitſon- Ladies haſt bedeckt their brow. 


A 


In ipſiſſimum Muſarum melliculum } Phebi germanum 7 & 
maxime Familiarem Dominum Presbytegw®-74COBU AM 
cognomento & T A@'N'G,. & pium ejus ſubuculare Carmen. 


Axa, virumque cano, greſſus removete Prophani 
Hec ne, quiſquis ades, tela laceſſe volens. 
Si ſapis his credas, rapiat ne fide carentem 
Turba loquax, captum at redime quam minimo. 
Certe Author caveat, novum ne angendo furorem, 
Caſtratus miſer, bins audiat ipſe male. 
Io triumphe canunt petientes Penthea Bagcbg, 
Multe unum, minor eſt gloria N aſo tuis. 
Molle genus nobis pugnando reſtituit rem, 
Saxa dabat teſtes oh. cupit!i 
uam bent ſeripfs fe? lob lm Batrumuamac iam? 
Carmine avent repeti Nuxe Culexque tuo. 
Dignaque que melins deſcribi, à Pollics dilti 
Facta Equitis : faciunt qudque ſtupenda gruet. 
tibi ſi dominæ reſeraſſet ſtrinia Fotic, 
Bubonem bene vix unitum abiiſſe puto. 
Dicitur, ut memini, fecundi nf atibus olim, 
Laſcivus celeres gignere ventus equof' . 
QLuiſve neget Zepbyro noſtrum pregnaſſe Poetays,  , . 
T alibus hic videas quem properare modi. 
Aſt animal quodcunque, afinus, Nuit, anne caballus ,/ 
Nil moror, at mulum panturit egreginm, to 26W D1:t1 
Cardo quod occiduns trabat hunt ſympathia quedamaſts. i 
Naſum Heliconiadis forte lavavit aquis, | 
Riaiculum caput eſt, vultuque, habituque perennjc, | 
Riſus ſacra ferens, quem e vidiſſe ſatieſk, _ . 
Nil prohibet ſed ſi ridentem afeere vum — 
Muſarum huic crepit us anrk jog rule. pet parts 


31531 aug „22 | 
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D 2 Sonnet. 


Sonnet. 


W. firſt thy doughty verſe I read, 
O verſe! no verſe! but ſtranger thing; 


And ſaw what wondrous mirth it bred, 

I marvell'd how the Queen and King 
Had miſt this while thy high-ſtraia'd note, 
And thou the privileged Coat. 


For as the Moon with criſped beams 
Produceth flowers which pleaſe the fight ; 
And as the Sun amidſt the ſtreams 
Doth make the waves ſtand bolt upright; 
So thou, though by no Star allow d, 
Nor Planet lov'd, ſhin'ſt in the Crowd. 


lle not believe thoſe tales, which ſay, 4 
Apollo fed Admetns ſheep, 
His Cow, or Oxe, for by my fay, 
Since thou the number up doſt keep, 
The Herd was of, I dare proteſt, 
Arcadia's more peculiar beaſts, 


And fince the Lamiæ all are pleas d, 
Their Gods ſhould all be born by thee, 
Thou of thy load ſhalt not be eas d 
By roſes, though here plenty be; 
One Apuleins was, they ſay, 12 
But he I think did never bray. 


Wherefore 


| Wherefore be thou ſecure, and now 
To you whole bleſſed hap't ſhall be 
This Syrian Goddeſs to to bow, 
And dream ſome Fane, or great City ; 
[tell you plain, O Mortals, Mortals, 
This Ayndus is, look you ſecure the portals, 


For there the jeſt lyes, but to thee 
Agaiv, my Meta: Virgil, terfe 
Thought of my end now driveth me 3 
For ſince thou wouldſt live by thy verſe, 
How dare hope a death in mine, 
Aim d for ſo juſt, ſo jump, like thine, 
| Richard Jonſon, 
Salamanca, 


A Character of the Author, 


E thynk it, irs, accozdaunt to reaſon, 
To tell you now all the tondycion 
Of thilke on, ſo as it ſemed me, | 
And what hem were, and of what degre, 
And gs in what arap that ho wers in, 
And all foz fozward by Saint Nunnpon. 
A Clerke of Drenfozd he was tho, - 
That unte Logicke had long vgee, 
Of his complexion nothingſangpns 
Be is, but all (wa (wart ; and of Latene 
A few termes. hath be, two, oz ths, 
That he han learned out of ſom degre⸗ 
Vis face is bald, and ſhines as any glas, 
mouth as great as is a furnas, 
With ſcaled bzowes, blacke and pylled berds, 
Ot his viſage childzen ars (228 afferne 5 | 05 
0 8 


Vis voycs as Imale as is a Gotes fare; 

A trow he be a Geldyng oz a Pars; 

Bis here is by his ecres round vihozne, 

Bis top is docked like a Pzieft'befozne 3 

He is che zt holdered, a fhicke gnarre, 

Where nis no doozs but he öl bebe the bat; 

Oz bzeke it at a renning with his heed, 

Wares none ones wyle him but he wol be deed, 
Aye by bis belt he bares a longe Pavade, | 
And, of a ſwoꝛd full trenchannt is ths blade, 
To rage as twere a whelpe he is lapde, 

Pet of his pozte, as meks as ia a Payde - 

Full longz he lokes, and thereto oberly, - 
Full thzed- bare is bis over Coart-pp; 
Foz he han yet getten dim no'benefice, 

Ne is nongyt wozthe te have none office, 

And vet Sapat Julyan is in's couatre, 

And the beſt begger of his houſe truly : 

Full longe are his-legges and full lone, TR 
I ipke a ſkaffe, there is nocalfe pſene, 

Df vedding he bares ntterly:the pier. 


Well lovcth be garlike, onyons, and ehe ne, * WI 


He holden a ſyde wemme foz the none 


Full oft tyme he han the beurde begon, N 161 = =— 1 


No Cryſten man ſoe oft in his degree, 

And in Lyme at the ſtege har he be. 111 it 
But ſoth fo ſay be is ſomwhat ſqu ams 
Of fart png, and of ſpeche danger 
Now is it not of God a fol fapze grace, | 
That ſuch a lewde mana wit Rab packe 
The wiſdome of an heape of led mene 
But J muſt ſayne, as that:I'fareþcriwyn; - -\ 

I weene he fares as doth aa dener, £14 £1 7 


— 
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That pike frute . 102 182 SEES 


Til it be rotten in mollbke 6 id . 0 405 lc; | 


fig ſo God ſave ns al that here be. - | 1 40 
J. Chaucer Jnr. 


PROLOGUE. 


 Entlemen, (in the Authors phraſe) I come to chatter 
My mind unto you, and think not 1 ſhould flatter | 
At all our Penman ; for, believe me, he 
Will hardly read or hear me, willingly - 
But ſome there be, I know, will atk why here 
ln Satans name a Prologue ſhould appear? 
Since they Drammatike Uſhers ſtill were knows, 
And this the world will for an Epic own. 
Ianſwer, ſure our Author meant to raiſe 
The firſt beſt inſtituted form of plays, 
Toits prime height : were one Narration took 
The fore-top, and the toe of the whole Book. 
One more Objection there will be, which is, 
Why to ſo ſcarrifi'd a piece as this, 
A merry Prologue, and a laughing name, 
Aretender'd ? Ye, fine Coxcombs, fyefor ſhame, 
Know ye not yet t' what ſage Mimnermus ſtood ? 


That but what pleaſant was 7 good. 


Our Authors of his mind and no man gxie ves 

$ far, but that he may laugh in his ſleꝭves. 
Think then you hear him now, and think anon, 
How that you hear the ſwelling Lycophron 
Chaunt, how the Trojan women ſtirr d their bones, 
To tumble dowa their walls huge maſſe ſtones; 
For ours did ſo, yet wiſer far then thoſe, 

Theſe to repel, thoſe to let in their ſoes, 

Oh would himſelf now but his face make ſhine, 
With daubing plaiſter, and the Lees of wine ! 


Aſcend 


Aſcend a Cart ( as was the mode of old ) 
And through the ſtreets himſelf this Poem trol'd, 

Yould think if not Apollo freſh and young, 

Becauſe his hair is ſhort, his ears are long. 

Becauſe Don Phæbus robes do loofly float, 

And he alas has but a petti-coat : 

Yet fince he had paper got, by teaching School, 

He had been ſworn ( you'd ſwear ) Groom of his ſtool, 
And this ſame Poem here which now you view, 

Part of the excrements from thence which flew. 

A year and half box d up, ( this is ſad mirth ) 

From whence (like to an Elephantine birth) 

Is dropt this wonder; Sirs, pray hold your noſes, 

Or hold ſome of my friends wits here tor poſes : 

I doubt you'l ſnuff elſe, and like him, to whom 
Admetus ſhew'd the Verſe for his own tomb, 

Admire the ſtrangeneſs of it, but yet ſay, 

You wiſh that you had ſeen it yeſterday, 


Richard Jonſon. 


Si non dant Proceres, dabit Hiſtrio, 


/ 


—_— 


JOANAREIDOS 


Fe eminine JV. alour: . 


; :24QR T HE 
. Weflern Women, 


tte E324: K 


ome Reader wilt thou ſee how: Grace 
Through Sable veil ſhews comelieſt face: 
Womens vertues in the Weſt 


Like Grapes ne'r drop till they vereloprel: 


One rib of Adam there is grown + | » 


Like (#) Cadmus teeth when they were ſown: . 


re Author 
writes (0 chan | 
ears. . 
( a is 
thus. A tooth - 
drawer having 

drawn (ama. 
his teeth, ſowed 
them on hisbelt, 
where they got 

+ him ſo muchcre- 
dit: and conſe- 

uentlyptactice. 


* that in a ſhort 


ſpace he had a- 
dorned it all o- 


Almoſt an Army, they have ſpent — — 
Prayers and praiſe for Parliament. quent achieve. - 
could chou the partyof Devon trace K — 
No * vis laſtoa, but thy race Ovids Metam, 
Of blood would be, there ſee the field regs of 
Maintain'd'by Women tho men — 0 Barely. 
Look round about and ſee, who can 1 r 
Bot wond r if he ſee a man. 1 
1 and wonder —— at this, 4 7 (0 fhewodin 
To ſee 4 ( Maanp fart. eine, 
Mens ( 40 ſpirits loft aver, reinformed iT Welch brite 
Womens bodies, both*s reformed : — 
Who could fee theſword not daunting 0 Kd wii 
A Womans heart; but ſtand Gull E ? „women turnedto 
A Garriſon in partdefended ++ — 4g 
By Women, till the Quarrels ended, lib-7,affirms the 
And worn out men to be ſupply d CO 2 
By ſecond ſtrength of Women (e) try'd, 3 
And not acknowledpe that tio true, 12 int) — 
I give Welt Women Selah is ( f ) due 1 mA 1b Hab endesa 
| Ja. Ft, 3114 - the Teſt. 
1 vv hat Benevolence. 


ww Martens ih Ae did ever want # Quilt. - 
Prencht with the dew of high Parnaſſus bill N 
Thoſe Baſtard gifts, of nature to record. 

But ah ! cannot dun Hl taught times affärd 
cy mret n dine One to give vertue juſter praiſe? (4) Ye Nine, 
bene bat he Have ye no quicker fancy no then mine 
— To limn the praiſes of that weaker Fex 
Heyweed. Exactly as beſeeman ('d. )\\ Þrecfen.? 
105 e 75 Where's now that nimble tongue, Apollos vein, 
, Or had we ane cahid match ind Harms Avi; 
( Reparince. Or but that (c want an Poet O to flarmer, * 
e, One (4) 2 ſereet Poems once did Gh chatter 
_ — em Here's now a ſubject worell his pains, who ſings 
19 the Gizrar un: Had need carouſe of all the (5): Muſes ſprings+ OY 
— A ſaint: like ſort a Bemales as before, 

+... ._ Earths broad Hortiſentillmom ge ehre. 
2 dre beſorg (g) From heaven are fallen, O let's go ot be dull 
cn — 2 To write their worthwberegtthe Welt: is full, 
(g)-Redoes net New natur'd are they and their grace divine: 
— Come let's entbakin.cheinfaces, andickeenſheine;”; 
whenke bab Their worth with honqur, which doth claim the days 
hens And round their heads, let's deck the Daphnean 


4. 1) If conſtancy that eee a 
Jabs Which mortals nant yet wore: that eu er b dy; 
Gy) beet Jt In (6) ſun- burnt times of deager, but he loſt 


dere This ſacred jemy wheretith this crown's ĩmhoſt 
— entne Sometime or other: Occhat cauſe had we 
Greſeinthe fan: To ſpread the praiſe of female oanlianey 21. 
224 20 bas, Yet ſuch a grainof vertues do attend i} 
«place ofgrexer This ( 5) Lady leader, as ſhould. got ard, 
daoger.. *- Some pain of ſpeaki her retinue, ; V. 
e , I ſhould deny her what I know'is:due : 

wanſlaion i Not one but hand in hand me thinks: ſhe der, 
— Linkt to all vertnes ſolliwi der in rows : 

N coltiorer- An injury it were ffionld 1 dbH Iberer. 
. miſtrel by her ſelf which jt doth ride, 


Born 


7 


- . EE IN 


; R (4) Charites 7 or 
Born not by few but ſuch 4 train of Graces J ch 50 add 
As did the (4) three, but ſee they d hide their. faces: ee 


\Ceaſe now (1) Agacbocles to ſpeak the praiſe 
Of thy ( 9) Thengine, for our late dayks 4 e 1 
Have overmatcht thy mate for icomftancy ;. | (e iht. 
Ven conſtant ( Gui or (o Anis ; 9 
I muſt ſearch further for « parable, Camniaſhould be 

Or elſe our all paſt females will excel ;- agg gu 
Vertue in thoſe was ſingle, ſhew me one ' tobe the Lady 
Like ours hold vertue all and E have done. ; Rr ain the 
If here Corvina, So, ar that Queen, obne years ten. 
Zenobia for their learning oed be fn fa en 
So far as ere the Bard paſt () Arif cut, — 2 
Or fooliſh Jauiat was outſtri Alarens : cut off, and ſear 
Our (4) chriſtal wits be (). pekrl'd with gifts divine den © gies 

Thoſe ruder rugged ſpirits go ont. ſhinae. + point with her 
If Great — mother: Traſiile — her 
Endowments now would ſhewheyond al other, (e Gentlewo- 
And prove their eminence in pious zcal, 1 2 

let our Matrons only but appel! (boaſt — 
To heavens high Chancellor where they may not fe Te- 
If cre hintfelf were er d by an boat yn . 
males, ] 9 4 2 'F ri 

Of prayiugfemales, ere every hour 2 oe he right 


Heaven be not fore*t hi; meroy own to ſhowr : 
No ſtrangers are they at the throne of Grace, 

But vow to prop untibthey ſee his face; 
Which being hidden hath eclipſt chis lle, 

As when the glorious Sun's withdrawn a while: 
Doth noble ft (f] TLurretia tive | | 
For chaſtity this praiſe'us.t@ deprive. e. 
Modeſty forbids you vaunt, hark how Diane 
Prefers our fernales far beyond (:) Suſan: 
Who though the ( crimſon whore ſeck co:deflowr, 
And ſpoyl this Mirgin vertue every hour. | 


Let each day teſtiſie * maics co 
Her whortſh proffers, and do rather chooſe 22 
| | E 2 | To whore is an Her- 
l mophrodite elſe 

the feat could 


not be done, 
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o facrifice their blood to Chriſt their Bride 
(e faprifie Then with Romes Idols tobe () ſtuprifide; - 
4 wy This makes Romes beaſts to foam with rage 
poßters, but Ia. *Cauſe we hold faſt chat knot, of Marriage 
i e With Chriſt our RHusband, and willinordefile © 7 
eee Our milk: white garments with his whoredoms vile. 
(Hex roth Doſt thou ( x ) Sulpitia fret for this their glory, 
thar whipt and And for thy verity relat'ſt a ſteryß by 
1 e. Which needs muſt lay a claim unto that Rofe 
bee als ke fot That joys our females temples to incloſe ? 
15 Pho ophers Their perſons yet their Hearts do bend 
to Cooftahle. As Circle lines do to one center tend 
ov. "Homa Religion reformed is all their ſcope T 
Which not one few or moſt but all do hope: 
One griefs not anothexrs joy, but all 
, Do live and die together, Fiſe and fall; | 
Fo cldlely arethey-joyn'tby union tie, 
bro 649). That 3 and all to die. — | 2 | 
enn Mongſtthem not one () Tarpeia ere betray” 
S Tbeir freppth thr Vide or elfe with fear dit. 
berwcen the 33+ Bluſh then to ſee our (Corus ſocombin'd (may'd. 
Geeſe, about de- That all ſeem better dne, then more defin'd. |. | 
byeringop the.) How ſtrangely fragal till Dame Nature ſeem d 
2 Pinching her gifis kill now, theſe may be deemd 
man cha erer Her darling unto others being bereaved dt 
bar — Of thoſe choice & dowries to dur ſex bequeathd, 
1 Cathedral, But fleſh and bloed ne'r gave a legacy 
nor theprophane Lo match the graces we in them deſcty : 
be Webera None but that ſacred tory muſt produce 
Corus the ner, A Saint to challenge my undaunred Muſe. 
ram fla, favics Mongſt Marg three twas chiefly given in charge 
Jagells Meaning V Vith ne*r forgotten praiſes to enlarge, 
1 Sue cope 1 be Sacred Bible with her praiſe that caſt 
have irdoweers, Perfuming Nard on Chriſt, twas called waſt : 
(4) Make « cur» Not one but many gatrons there we ſee ü 


(ey os. V Vho rather them to Bail they“! (bend a knee, 
A 


W e , v» c 1 


— 


A ſet of martyred matrons clioſe to be, * 


As earths contemners joyntly do contend 

Who moſt in oyntment ſhall on Chriſt expend 
Whole mannors, large poſſeſſions loſt, dre gain 
jn their account, Chriſts honour to maintain. 


Did Mary waſh with tears & twas much with blood, 
Theſe ſteep the parched earth as doth (5) à flood. 


4 
1 


O precious balm ſweat from a ſoul perfum'd 
With grace till body be again re ſum'd. 


This like an (g) Ordure ſhall the world fill 
And keep your glory pure and ſpotlefs (till :- be: 


But Jael thinks ar laſt this palm to win 

By valour greater far then feminin : | 
Ours truly warlike are, ſhe took the odds 
YVben Siſera lay ſleeping, ours with clodds, 


(4) Stones, ſwords or fiſts, can fight on equal terms, 


A handful ſcorns to fly from (e) Summer farms. 
This: Amazon! like train vows ne'r to ſtoop * 
Being fled from Venas unto Mars his troop, + 


VVhere'they with tumors, toſt, Truths (7) ſtandard 


7 * 


(Me means the 
floud of Deucalion 
and Pyrrha who 
alſo threw ſtones 
in imitation of 
theſe Matrons. 
(e) That is ro ſay 
the ſmell” of a2 
perfum'd ſoul is 
an excellent pree 
ſervative againſt 
black — <9 


(4) So Diomedes 
aud nen, in 


Homer, Entellus 


and Dares in Vir- 
gil of whom Mr. 
Vicars ſings, 
They bang'd 


And Sions'downfaln breaches ſtrive to rear: (bear, each others hides 


They ſtop rhe gap themſelves, where judgement fi | 


Praying in Moſes turn with tear- ſwoln eyes, 
Nor fancy, frenzy; or blind paſſſon, | 

Or ought but pious reſoſution W 
Moves them with conſtant courage thus to hold, 
Right tutor ing reaſon makes them bold. | 


VVby ſpeak I more then this, ro moſt tis known 


(g )* The weiker veſſels atethe ſtronger grown; 
The vine which'orthe pole Rildean'd his arms, 
Muſt now bear up and fave the pole from harms. 
How many man“ Hike ſplrits ha ve been ſtee}'d 


By theſe ſhe helpers being like to yeeld. 
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How have ſomeè to contagebeen extorted?* | 
How.ofreti'others by them been ſupported * © 
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STO. * 


And made te- 


> doubled thwakz 


ſound on their" 
ſi es, # 2 
(+) Set c 


- Trophy in his 


Crudities, where 


- he defcridesthele 
bloug-thirfly ** 
Myrnlidenrorhow 
no mortal coutd 

+ ere ſubdue on e- 


qual terms, but 
by ſome ſhift ot 
he 


Ster. 
(f)Laſctiva eſt 4. 


ina vit a proba eſt 


( The gray 
- Mare is the bet» - 
— ter Horſe. 


I this deblaſon coat that makes the cłeſt 
- (bylnconſtancies Is (5h) conſtancy of vertues all the beſt - 
due kar loves A vertue Which till now was never known - 
. more chen once, In WOMENS breaſts, till now was never ſhewn - | 
loves twice, Their choict matey e *tis not ſtrange 
Their motto (Or choice 4715 ng change. 
* Warlds\wanton wooers may rend Joſephs coat 
From him, but him from Chriſts, bell cannot doo't; 
A ſweeting ſolace have they in their croſſes, 
We deu ; Chriſt, what matter is for loſſes? 
Go on, eos ſaints, lixe to thoſe Roman Dames 
Seel. (i) on, BY (kJ). Pertis,. and the reſt whoſe names 
cr egkr nil. Shall wear out time who felt began 
dren che Hora- To make 2 Pagan ſtare a Chriſtian one: 
S B. bees not Tour Praiſe: ls 7755 who cannot abide 
* ar pag: Babels 122 tired 14 ber . ſhould hide 
ear ies Un its garments, or be foſtered jonger 
e Within the Kingdom to ſame nom grown ſtronges 
(1) So Javed By oppoſition filled with deteſtation 
Les u. wn. Of ( Romiſh Locuſts near do deaths damaation; 
dum ſatiats.Sar.6, Rejoyce then on women thy time near grom 
(m)Thele A N To be delivered from the painfu Gl down | 
8 Of twice two tiring e 42 make 
NN Our bowels yearn to (] ſee our hearts to ate: 
of e us The Judge — ſet on bee room 


s. And murdered * a Fan ly.for her doom, 
Ch Thong tht How long Lord, an ng hall this whore wallpy 
r e In gui Vlad load, 3 till rp dr ard | 
Q make her drun 
"With ris or my gues 5 enden Junk | 


As low as h — 0 from 
J bc e perſecntors of thy Dove; 


Mean while contin lilly ſcoras 
Io be defiled tho tho deed Tic 2 le + 
The husbandmapn's at — 7 muſt needs 


Gather the roſe or elſe deſtroy che weeds. 


Come 


come Lord ed'tliy garden and do pft oo 
The wilde Bore routs ti plants irt Every ci "I 
Hedge us within the'pates ofehy defence” ©» 
50 ſhall thy plants be fle from alen. 
Farewel rare paraniours, Trijafk confeſy 3 
Vertues perfeQion claims a puten dress, 
stand faſt a while, the nu ial' chambers. fyerplag 
To we lcome thoſe to joy thar now ffand weeping. 


_— 


a 
* 


The Erle 


8955 if you are ſet on edge, you muſt excuſe 

Our Author ſays, the —— of his Muſe, 
Becaufe he vaws,, and to't, that no wines 

Do grow in th” Weſt, he thought for lack of Vines. 
Next to ground apples, be loves nought before 

The mill- maid conrtefie behind the door, 

When for a tale of love, or laſt nights dream, 

She pays him with two kiſſes, and ſowr cream. 
_ as he remembred, *a did think, 

That *a put verguice into once his Ink, 

But wonder't ſhould be ſtale, for by the ſun, 

He ſwore *twas ſcarce two years ſince he begun. 
Truth *twas the Stati*naxs fault, that was too nice, 
To bate at firft ten ſhillings in the price 

If y are diſpleas'd he vows to write no more, 

But Satyrs (I ad forgot) againſt the whore, 

And you bis friends bowere he does not fear 

But to prefer em ts a judges car, 
And reaſon; for to mel, Jos proteſt 
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* 
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They'd makg as goed neck verſes ac the beſt, 
Pray don't { pron ? him, for you know not what 
An inrag* 


fancy may attempt; that's flat 
Hee'll 


D „ WWW 
Ay r . 
* WY Is 3 
, "WW * % * 8 
PF K - 
* 


Hel write Jane; 5 they i 

r ſelves, oy ance | 
PDE 1 * tyuſt bim ;. for 
4 dar the fs, tes fe 4 hx ſpelt bs 

bring pen the 

Alan he 2 0 | 
Wer't net for him Apollo. we ö 
And th Muſes want. Gael. poor rr run wat 5 
Zur gainſt the Pr 5 while he 42 Ple ſmear, 
The God will l 45 more then ce ayear : | 
Now much good dot ye, *tis hors will; 
Beſbrew you 17 you did not laugh your fill. 
But leſt this mirth ſhould ceaſe, pray write ye too, 
And then perchance we'll laugh as much at you. 
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